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The Only Chapter 


Five months after we kicked him out of the band, he called me. 

"Hey, Lars. ls me, Dave. 

‘Hi. 

‘Listen, | really want to talk to you in person Will you come and see me?" 
"Sure. Where are you staying now?" 


And now I'm on my way to see him. | truly owe him an explanation and this is the least | can do. After all I've 


done to him. 


I'm almost there, so | slow down, | don't think I'm ready to face this just yet. l'm nervous about us meeting 
and for all | know he's going to kill me. After the way | treated him, | don't think anyone could blame him. But 
most of all | know that this is not going to be a nice and comfortable heart to heart with my ex-lead guitarist. 
But far too soon for my liking, | arrive at his block 


The door isn't locked so | head for his flat, | take slow steps up the stairs, as if it would prevent the inevitable 
meeting. | arrive at his door and knock on it, and after a few minutes, he opens it. He walks straight back 
inside, so at first | see nothing of him but his ass. Which is very nice, as usual. He goes to sit on the couch. 


"Have a seat." 


| close the door behind me and go to sit beside him. He turns to me and | see the whiskey bottle on his coffee 


table. OF course he'd been drinking. | honestly hadn't expected anything else. 
"You want a glass?" 

"No thanks, l'm driving." 

"Suit yourself" He says and pours himself some. 

He takes a swig. 


"So, | wonder." He pauses. "Did you break up with me because you were planning to kick me out of the band," 


he takes another swig from his glass, "or did you kick me out of the band because you broke up with me?" 


| feel my face getting hot. | hadn't expected him to be this straight forward. But this is Dave Mustaine that 


we're talking about, so | should have expected it 
"| broke up with you because we had to kick you out of the band" | sigh. "And I'm so sorry 
"You could have told me" He says and it's just louder than a whisper. 

TE 


"You could have told mel" He yells angrily. "You could've told me you were gonna kick me out! You could've 


warned me! You could've let me have a second chancel" 
‘I'm sorry." | pause. "We just didn't think it wouldve made any difference." 
| would've changed, Lars. If not for Metallica, then for you.” 


That strikes me hard. Did Dave really care for me? Does he still? He'd never treated me as much more than a 


fuckbuddy. But this was Dave so I'd never expected him to get all touchy-feely. 
"Have you changed now?" 


"Does it matter?" He says sarcastically. "| thought you'd replaced me. Don't you have someone else playing lead 


guitar now? | bet you sleep with him too." 

"Yeah, we do, and no, | don't sleep with him." (White lies are allowed at times like these.) 

"You sure, last | knew of you, you slept with anything you could get your hands on" 

"So did you." 

He grins. "Thats true." 

He seems moderately calm again 

"But... if you hadn't kicked me out because | drank too much.. or whatever. Would you still be with me?" 

| have to think that one over for a few seconds. 

"Yes, probably." 

"Would you be with me now?" 

That's what he wanted? That's why he called me? He still wants to be with me? Or he wants to get laid? 
"Dave, we can't be in a relationship, you know that." 

"Yes, but maybe... | just want to see you from time to time, that's all. 

| smile. He just wants to get laid. That's easy to arrange. 

"That, we can do." 

Dave doesn't need any more invitation He grabs me and kisses me hard. He holds me tight, as if | would push 
him away if he didn't. Truth is, | wouldn't push him away for all the money in the world. He moves his hands 
to the bottom of my t-shirt and goes under it, stroking my belly with his big, strong hands. Then he moves it 


over my head, having to break the passionate kiss for a few seconds. Then his mouth is on mine again, roughly 


devouring it. Then he stops for a few moments. 
"Let's do this on the bed" 


He doesn't need to say any more. He walks to his bedroom, and when he gets there he casually throws his 

pants off, then his shirt. He makes a gesture, asking me to do the same. And of course | do, | quickly take off 
my pants and socks, throwing them on the floor. As | do, | Dave hops on the bed and watches, and | see that 
he's getting turned on | crawl onto the bed to him. Smiling and swinging my hips as | do. He grabs me roughly 


and pulls me on top of him. 


"Putting on a little show for me, huh? You always were a tease." 


He thrusts up, and | feel his hard cock against my ass. | feel the blood rushing to mine. Dave always knew how 


to turn me on, faster than anyone else. He thrusts again. 
"Come on, don't tease me like that. Sit on it. Ride me!" 
"Not without lube!" 


| say, imagining how much it would hurt to get Dave up inside me dry. It hurt enough with the lube. Not that 
it wasn't worth it. 


"You want lube?" He snarls. 
He pushes his fingers into his mouth. 
"Here's your lube." 


They come out soaking wet and then, he pushes them up my ass, two at once. It burns, but it feels so good. 


He stretches me out and | moan loudly. But he abruptly quits. 
‘| could wait a litle longer, do it properly. But truth is," he smirks "lve waited long enough for you, Lars." 


As he talks he slowly strokes himself, smearing precum over his dripping hard cock. | can feel that mine is 


aching for action too. 


He gabs me and pushes in, and at first all | feel is the burn. It burns so bad. The spit and precum are taking 
some of it, but still, it burns. Then he hits my prostate and it feels amazing. The burn is still there but 
there's so much pleasure to make up for it. Dave thrusts into me again. He roughly grabs my hips and pushes 


me down on him. 


| pick up a pace and keep riding him. It hurts so bad and it feels so good. | yqlp as his nails dig into the small of 
my back, he drags them down to my ass and | can just feel the red marks he'll leave. 


"Faster." He growls. 
| ride him faster, and he starts thrusting up to get deeper inside me. It feels like heaven but it burns like hell. 
| stop to appreciate it but it Dave doesn't like that. He grabs my waist and rolls us over. Then he pins me 


down under him and keeps thrusting. 


"Its better this way." He grins. "This way, | can control you." 


| like the sound of that, being completely under his control. It makes me moan with agreement. He moves 
faster, if that's even humanly possible, and hits the right spot every single time. | moan with every move he 
makes. It feels so good. So fucking goddamn good! 


"Jal Skat! Der! Lige der! Jeg! Ah! Skat! Jeg elsker dig!” | scream as | come on his belly. | hope he doesn't know 


what the words mean. That would be really awkward. 


He keeps thrusting, as if he barely noticed me cumming. Fast and hard until | can feel his warm juice inside of 
me. He rides out his orgasm and afterwards lies down beside me. We lie for a while, not saying anything, 
nothing needs to be said. 


After a while | have to go home. | put on my clothes and go. Dave doesn't follow me to the door, he just lets 


me go. 


| don't know when I'll see him again, and probably, it doesn't matter. I'll always have Kirk, really, | should be with 
Kirk. So that's where | go. 


